TRAVEL-DIARY
a night of heavy rain, was pouring itself out over the rocks
like a miniature Niagara.
Were we, perhaps, going to stay on here for ever? The
rain was so soothing. . . . After all, why go to Nanchang?
Why go anywhere? Why bother about the Fourth Army?
It could take care of itself. What was this journey? An
illusion. What were America, England, London, the spring
publishing season, our families, our friends, ambition,
money, love? Only modes of the First Temptation of the
Demon—and why should one temptation be better than
another? True, our cash would run out, but Charleton
wouldn't let us starve. He'd put us into shorts, and we
should wash the dishes and clean the thunder-boxes and
take out guests for walks. Later we'd learn to fish and
hunt mountain leopards and shoot snipe. We should be-
come real hill-men, and perhaps even beat Charleton's
record time up to Kuling—one hour and thirty-five min-
utes. 'No, no!' cried Auden, almost in despair. 6We must
leave tomorrow morning!'
In the afternoon Hu Sur-chen took us to see the Iron
Pagoda—which wasn't, as we had expected, a building,
but a three-foot monument in a temple a few miles away.
The priests at the temple gave us tea. On the way back
there was a thunderstorm, and the rain fell in torrents.
We arrived home happily drenched, feeling like old Jour-
ney's End boys already.
In the sitting-room was a stuffed dog—once Mr. Charle-
ton's prize-winning spaniel, 'Lady Lovable'. Being in a
surrealistic mood we made it sit with us at supper. There
was something very sinister about 'Lady Lovable': one of
her glass eyes had fallen out, the other glared at us with
the ferocity of a Chinese dragon. Auden said that she
would probably visit us during the night, dragging her
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